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viii PBEFACE 

come my relaotance and brought myself to commit my im- 
pressions to paper, were it not for my wife, who has most nobly 
assisted me in the effort, and whose sympathetic interest in 
the work supplied an antidote to my own discouraging con- 
sciousness of its imperfections. 

It only remains for me to express my gratitude to the gentle- 
men who have supplemented my own feeble essays in photo- 
graphy by generously placing the products of their camera or 
pencil at my disposal— the Austrian fellow-campaigner, Baron 
von Binder-Erieglstein ; the French war correspondent of the 
Petit MarseiUais, M. Pol Tristan; the American traveller, 
Mr. Isidor Morse ; and, above all, my talented Turkish friend, 
Captain Ismail Hakki. The names of other persons who, in 
one way or another, have lent me their aid will be found in 
the book itself. 

G, P. A. 
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FROM ZWAEA TO AZIZIA 11 

tated the change of headquarters, but I looked in vain around 
me for any special indication of the great event. Everything 
was in normal disorder, and there was nothing either in the 
bearing or in the conversation of the men to suggest that only 
five days ago they had taken part in the most important 
battle that had hitherto been fought, and that they had been 
defeated. Stoicism and taciturnity could be carried no farther. 
It was only by dint of patient investigation, which had to be 
carried on tactfully as opportunity offered during the next few 
weeks, and by a careful comparison of statements collected at 
various times from a multitude of eyewitnesses, that I managed 
at last to piece together the story which I am about to lay 
before the reader. 
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had oarried away with him a Turkish sword. The Qerman 
was unarmed, except with a cigarette-oase shaped like an 
automatic pistol. For some time I felt anxious for him, 
especially when I heard that his enemy and fellow-traveller 
had been seen on the Tunisian frontier alone. But as I never 
heard of any German doctor being found dead in the desert, I 
am justified in hoping that he reached the Fatherland and its 
sausages in safety. 



SOME PERSONALITIES 97 

doctors' room, other officers' rooms, ending up at the telegraph 
room ; and when this last party has broken up, he retires to bed 
late and distended with sweet tea. 

Such is our Baba — gentle, pious, charitable, brave, onself- 
oonscioos, and withal, master of an easy, spontaneous, and 
unaffected dignity which might do credit to any Court-bred 
Prince. 
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mere dflettante who had never before seen a campaign or taken 
the remotest interest in matters militaiy, felt certain that it 
was only beginning ? 

Had the General Staff been on the spot to conduct operations, 
I have small doubt that the battle of Bir Tobras mi^^t have 
resulted for the enemy in a catastrophe of the first magnitude. 
As it is, that they had a veiy narrow escape can be shown from 
their own admissions. 

Some time after the Stampa of Milan published, from its war 
correspondent at Tripoli, a letter stating that it was only thanks 
to the courage of the officers and the valour of the troops that 
the Italians had avoided a disaster similar to that of Dogali, 
where out of a whole battalion only one Captain, and he 
wounded, had escaped the hands of the Abyssinians. 

On their own showing,also,the Italians had at least2,000 men, 
supported by artillery. The Turco-Arabs who actually got 
into contact with them were thirty regulars and hardly five 
hundred volunteers, and they had no guns. Yet they only just 
failed to annihilate the enemy ! 

The whole credit of this achievement belongs to the Bim- 
bashi of Ben Gashir — ^who had disposed his small forces to the 
greatest advantage — ^to humble subalterns like Ismail Effendi, 
the other Turkish lieutenant, and my Haj Mohammed, who 
led their men according to their own lights, and to the rank and 
file of the Albanians and Arabs who followed the lead, counting 
the odds no more than the wolf counts the number of sheep, and 
hazarding their lives in a manner to describe which the much- 
abused adjective " heroic " is ludicrously inadequate. 



CHAPTER XIV 

" YAVASH, YAVASH" 

Fob some time past it had been a matter of speculation for me 
what the Constantinople Government was doing, besides 
sending money, to assist the gallant little army which is fight- 
ing its battles and raising its prestige in this remote outpost 
of the Empire. 

The weeks went by, and I could see no indication whatever 
that help of the sort most urgently needed was forthcoming. 
But that efforts to that end were made became manifest one 
day, when I heard that a Bussian vessel with a cargo destined 
for our camp was arrested at Sfax. The ship, called the 
Odessa, had sailed from Stambul, carrying a large quantity of 
munitions of war— cartridges, explosives, machine-guns of the 
latest pattern, and even, it was said, some pieces of heavy 
artillery. She had tried to disembark this precious cargo 
secretly at El Biban, close to the frontier, and at Jerba ; but she 
had failed, and had been forced to put in at Sfax, where the 
Captain declared that he carried only three hundred and fifty 
tons of coal, partly destined for a local merchant. However, 
the Custom-house authorities, whose suspicions had been 
awakened either by reports from Italian spies or by indiscre- 
tions committed by the Turks themselves, refused to accept 
this declaration. 

A Lieutenant, bearing the Italian name of Albertini, was 
sent on board to examine the cargo, and there, hidden under 
the coal, he discovered the war-stores mentioned. The ship 
was forthwith seized, her contraband freight was confiscated, 
and her Captain was prosecuted for *' false declaration and 
grave omission." I was curious to see the impression which 
this mishap would produce on my Turkish friends ; but I could 

ICO 
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dawn till midnight, galvanizing its solemn inmates into a 
temporaiy forge tfnlness of their solemnity. On the morning 
of the third day he prepared to start for the front. He buckled 
a bandolier round his waist, stuck a wooden spoon into his left 
legging, and, with a riding-crop in one hand and a cigarette 
in the other, he went off, humming one of his favourite tunes. 

Soon after this gay Albanian's departure we were joined by 
a couple of Circassian cavalry officers. Major Isac and Major 
Sabi — the one tall, blond, and broad-shouldered, with a &koe 
full of smiling good-nature ; the other short, thick-set, and 
dark, with a strong, square forehead and a strong, square jaw. 
Thoy had loft Constantinople thirty-two days before, and 
at Maraeillos they assumed the incognito best suited to their 
respective figures. Isac Bey passed himself off for a Russian 
nobleman ; Sabi Bey shaved his upper lip, donned a slouch hat 
slightly cocked, and adopted the swagger of a Yankee tourist. 
Their knowledge of foreign tongues, combined with much 
native aplomb, enabled them to land at Algiers without arous- 
ing any suspicion. From Algiers they travelled to Tunis by 
rail. Fortune favoured them. After a time they found 
themselves in the carriage alone with some Moslems. They 
immediately revealed to them their identity and destmation, 
nothing doubting but that those True Believers would aid 
them. Nor were they disappointed. The Tunisian Moslems 
recognized in the Circassian Moslems brethren, harboured 
them in their homes at Tunis, disguised them as native mer- 
chants, engaged for them a motor-car driven by an ItaUan 
chauffeur, and saw them safely as far as Medenine. Hence 
the travellers decided to continue the journey after a fashion 
more consonant with their incognito, and by a route less 
exposed to official inspection. They hired camels, which took 
them in seven days to Nalut on the Jebel. Thence they pro- 
ceeded to Yef reen ; and from Yefreen, leaving the mountains, 
they crossed the desert to Azizia, sleeping on the ground under 
the canopy of heaven, with only a hram between their bodies 
and the night dew, and subsisting o|^ such food as they could 
pick up by the way. 

Among other arrivals of the same nature, I need only 
mention Khalil Bey, the famous Enver Bey's uncle, who 
stopped with us one day on his way to take over the command 
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the faolkmof the loftd, three ipoli ol white gfcauMug hp^fly 

amid the ionface greji and browns oi the denrt. Urn Hbej 
dinpp^ared behind the aandnfames in the uvth, and I jcgged 
on alone acroea a region that seemed created spedaDjr ior 
guerilla warfare. 

The ground on either hand was dotted densely with low 
kmAk^ all crowned with brakes of bmdiwood or of cactaSt uid 
each big enoo^ to afford corer to a doaen diarpndiooten. 
Here and there it was intersected by bleak ridges and broken 
▼aDeys of bare sand, so soft and loose that eren my camel's 
spongy feet sank deep into the soiL 

In the former parts, the wildemess was mitigated bj occa- 
sional wells that gaped in the middle of open, drciilar clearings, 
beaten hollow and hard by the kead of inmiemorial caravans. 
In these parts I met several men and womoi digging in the 
soil for roots, while their sheep, goats, cows, and cameb, browsed 
at large on the thin grass that was now beginning to qproat, 
thanks to the late rains. They were poor, peacefol peasants, 
and, mistaking me for a Tnrki^ officer, they greeted me as I 
jogged by with '' Naharak mabrukj Effendi /" (May yomr day 
be blessed, sir !) 

Bat in the tracts of pore sand, soUtade reigned sapreme. 
There was no vegetation there, save, perhaps, some tofts of 
ans^mic Bcmb struggling throogh the yellow surface, only to be 
swallowed up again ; no living thing, save a little lizard scattling 
acrr;ss the path that wound its tortuous way between huge 
billows of sand, or a little snake basking, curled up, in the 
sun ; no sound, save that of the wind whistling sorrowfully 
hiiiyiMm the bare sand-hills, scoring their smooth sides with 
dolicaio ripples, and sweeping off their surface puffs of fine 
nand-Hpray. 

It is in those lonely tracts that one realizes the dread power 
of iho drmort. There is no desolation in the whole world like 
tho (losolation of sand. The sea, even in her calmest moments, 
IN animated with a hint of lurking life. The desert, in spite 
of \\{^r wuvoH and troughs, contains no such hint. It is a sea 
from which life sooms to have departed finally and irrevocably. 
Kvon the ripples that score the sides of her waves and the 
spray that is wafted off their crests convey only suggestions 
of (loath. The utter desolation ends by entering into your 
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The wind, a mild, cool breeze when I started, had grown 
stronger and colder as I went on, and now it blew hard from 
the north, veiling the sun with floating clonds, flecking the 
son-steeped sand with cloud-shadows, and changing the colour 
of the dunes from pale yellow into deep dull brown. 

Very glad was I to see, all of a sudden, at the mouth of the 
hollow wadi, some white bell-tents, the tents of Ben Qashir — 
and the end of my journey. 
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ffzm j?c srfic «2i? Iiftjsia sum k Jox Tin, sui saj>:i£ aH ilone 
ia tiif safss re "lii? ^uanx's ygggg^ Sf £d£ icc iairm^ icm he 

fn2^*-^£i=«L AZ :f & iritis. & I'lxic-^eiin^ cui mMn ap- 
pr^Mcbcfti rizL icd sLii : ** ¥7 sm. wia? 2? h ibtt 

Iber *re ssfccy, *m I aci iiniff-* Ihet lb* cii niAii look 
him It tie Liiid izyi pcii:?cc m liu -^itsw *z>i. r^fboM ! they 
were full o< Torki u>i Ar»c«- Ibr bettrucd cii rssftn wis, of 
eoorse, iil4i Abdjol Kader, a sizit :-f repate bozied to the south 
of T^ibmsz, OD a spot wfakh b<ikrs his naise. The lomior 
'mUfrpreied fau dream as an exeeOent omen for the near fatnre, 
and all the bearers eoncorred in this interpretation, only 
qualifying their confidence with a pioos " InshaUahr 

Presently the party dispersed, and we had dinner— the 
Oirrmiaridant, a doctor, and one or two officers. Onr meal 
includrid kofUs—hMs of minced meat, which I ate with my 
bnawn and great pleaaore— a sort of saooe which I durst not 
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" Had we not neglected their instractions, we are sore that 
we could have made prisoners of the whole regiment. 

" This land, is it not our fatherland ? Is it not a shame for 
a Government which pretends to religion to deceive with false- 
hoods warriors who fight for their country ? 

*' We repeat that we will fight to the death, and we are 
determined to defend this land of sand to the last drop of our 
blood, and we will command our descendants to follow our 
example. 

" Therefore we advise you to get out of our country and 
leave us alone, and not to cause bloodshed for low greed." 
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duB iKT zrnaL & 3?sm imif if ^if KssiBiLV siCj&ik eonianpi 
far isKOL fiui i&iifiil -inirnrgyirg -2f wbl. Hiat mAjaztr of the 
wTimiieft Irihg mAi& ligsi: :f mar ipcazxiiiw iBii praiened 

miiFT %^ rgmaJTT in ihiar isaaL saemnr^rnjaiss^ wbei^ the svr- 
gprcctf T1 fgrn :r rnfpri; zee nsx^'S jcii msehI tbsc orio eo to 
tbcir o'VTL :«is«^. F:r ice 'rtrneih :£ "ihi ^skS^sst a bcspiul was 
<sr^^L5sLei ^s Za^vr;^ «c ih^s ibfir ^¥cmjacr4:ik irocn thftt place 
or frr.ci A^^ilai; r:igr^ ct.ot izii tIss:? ttbeci. Ctlr the vtxst 
t i i fjs. ' m d tb:«e riorij if rasir^ of ifce JcC<i — w«e taken 
to tLe: bftie b>?ch^ Au Aii2i& :c screci^ifcs. 

f/7fif %hh op^ sptftce hetire€n tbe Kk? &zid tbe boqiiul, one 
wHh ;akn ftznptitated kg. aDother with an arm in a sling, a third 
with his hhsnA baiidag^ed, and so on. I saw c»e of these obscure 
YifiUft^, with a hok in his face and another in his left tfaomb, 
erh^iitiii idkntlf aboat the camp, his cheeks paDid and hoDow, 
litH oTth uncovered eye foil of mnte saff«ng. But he, like 
all ihf: otheni, insisted opon being sait back to the front to 
fiif)ii af(ain« A good many, before their woonds had quite 
h^HiUsd, clipped away without waiting for a formal permission. 
'llus memyu losses are variously estimated, the estimate 
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Europe, if the ' humanitarianifim ' and ' Justice ' of which you 
talk are not empty words, we hope that, when the truth becomes 
known, Europe will help us." 

I said what I thought about Europe's '' humanitarianism " 
and " justice." Ferhat Bey listened, and then, rising to his feet, 
began to pace up and down in great agitation. Finally he said : 

** If there is no help from outside, and if our own resources 
fail us — ^well, we will fight till we die. Although we are not 
educated, we are more human than the Italians. So we don't 
need (heir civilization, and we will not have their protection at 
any price. In this determination we are all united. Every 
Arab in Tripolitania thinks as I think, and feels as I feel. Ask 
them!" 
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quays, depends on the weather. Sometimes the steamers can 
disembark their cargoes as soon as they arrive ; at other times 
they are obliged to wait long for favourable sea conditions. 
This causes a great uncertainty as to the amount of food 
available at a certain moment, and a proportionately great 
fluctuation in prices from one moment to the next, the only 
gainers being the Jewish traders and hotel proprietors, who 
profit by a vigorous and impartial exploitation of the con- 
quered Arab and his ItaUan conqueror aUke.* 

'*' These reports have since been confirmed and amplified by the special 
correspondent of the leading French journal on the Italian side. His letter, 
dated *' Tripoli, 1^ Mars,*' appeared in the Temps of March 4th« 1912. 
Among ourselves, even at the time of greatest scarcity, the P£|<)eB barely 
reach^ the level considered normal in Western Europe. When I first 
arrived, a chicken seldom cost more than a shilling, and an egg never 
more than a penny. Even for the luxuries that come from outside I have 
never been asked to pay more than double the amount I paid in Tunis. 
Now we feed sumptuously at two shillings a day. 
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'* We cannot afford to waste our time in words. We are siok 
of Italian quotations from the Koran. If the Italians wish to 
convert us, they will have to use other means than such silly 
sermons." 

And, indeed, '' silly " was the right word. The Koran, like the 
Bible, has been made to mean many strange things; but I 
never thought any interpreter would dream of making it to 
mean that it is the duty of a Moslem to submit to an un- 
beUever ! 

The Arabs' confidence in a speedy triumph is strengthened 
still further by the predictions of the holy marabuts who 
accompany the tribesmen, and their faith is of the kind that 
can survive any number of prophecies unfulfilled. 

One of these prophets a short time ago prophesied in the 
camp of Ben Gashir : " In three days we shall be in Tripoli 
town. Please God." When the period specified elapsed, and 
it was pointed out to him that it had not pleased God to prove 
him a true prophet, he calmly replied : " The time has not yet 
come, but it is coming." 

The prophet remained unabashed, and the faith of his 
followers unshaken. 

I have made the acquaintance of one of these holy marabuts, 
and it seems to me that both the man and his mission merit 
more than a passing allusion. 
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cxpeoaaee q£ a f^i^rf c£ mizie vIid, after a whole sainmer in 
the ccG^^zv. w«£ T^zzi; DT a wup in London. 

fiowen^. A£ zbsTi wThs CO rac^dr Iw it, I donned a pair of 
crrzdzy <£ce^ wzich zbc OJast had kindly spared me, and, 
b&Tirc ^cui ahe Itiicir wtAC I tbcvght of him and his gendarmes 
EC. 1=.^ <±i:icefra Arfccie* I c^kckcd acd set off. 

it5 1 'jcti ire TLlsii^« I DccEcei a crowd of Arabs, both men and 
lc]rsw riV-risg oc ui« r:c& of eke booses to gaae at an Italian 
ascplikce wcincc. v^^s ji:^ frAilgfr.g in a wMwning fli^t over the 
ca^ Be? I W3S ceo bLkse with the coemy^s poenle pranks, 
and cc<? anx5cifi> co paii dsstance between me and that den of 
thievcg so carrr. As I harried on^ I was stmck by the woeful 
$ia:c of c^rcLecs acd dcc&y of die Snrman plantations. The 
w^Qs w«^ in ^IiD^, and uie cbtems dry, the cactus hedges 
drad. and she mud <eclekl^are^ brokoi throng by men and 
cameLfr wLoise feec L&d trcdicn new tracks across Uie gardens. 
I cvHiId noc CrII wLech^ ihis dilapidation was the resolt of the 
war or of Shaikh Abeyda^s rale, bat I was prejadiced enou^ 
to believe thai the Govenoor had his share in it. 

Witboat any other mishap or incident worth mention, I 
continutrd my joomey towards Ajilat, meeting many Arabs 
of all sorts and conditions on the way, and exchanging gftlAAmg 
with them. They all were carious to hear the latest news from 
the theatre of hostilities, and wanted to know if it was true 
that the Italians had been driven back to Tripoh town with 
great slaughter. This question referred to the last attack on 
Ain Zara. and. together with the dirigibles, which my coUoeu- 
toTS calltd takonz^, or kites, seemed to form the main topic of 
di^cussiou in the desen. 

Next to their inquisitiveness, the trait that characterizes 
these Tripolitau Arabs most forcibly is their readiness to help 
one another. I frequently saw one camel-driver calling apon 
another who came from the opposite direction to stop and help 
him to readjust his load, or to give him some food or drink. 
These requests were always made and granted as a matter of 
course. My own camel-man was an eminent example of native 
reciprocity. Before we had gv>ne very far we were overtaken by 
a yoimg Arab, bound, as we were, for Ben Gardcme. An ac- 
quaintance was immediately established between the two, 
aod the new-comer became our fellow-traveller. Some hoars 



MORAL 

" Walled Toumes, Stored ArcenaUs and Armouries, 
Goodly Baces of Horse, Chariots of Warre, ElepharUs, 
Ordfhance, Artillery, and the like : All (his is hut a 
Sheep i/n a Lion's Skin, except fhe Breed and disposi- 
tion of the People, be stout and toarlike. Nay, Number 
it selfe in Armies, importeth not much, where ihe 
People is of weake Courage : For {as Virgil saOh) It 
never troubles a Wolfe, how many the Sheepe be/' — 
Franois Bacon. 
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TURKEY IN TRANSITION 



PRESS OPINIONS (Contmtied) 

new Tarkish woman, the old Turkish gentleman, the young Turkiah 
homider, the Christian, the liheral, the c(Mnmitteeman, the general, 
the editor, Ahdal Hamid and Mohammed V., are each laid hare, discaaaed, 
described, and jadged with a knowledge, impartiality and preciaioii 
that should excite the envy of anyone who has vainly endeavoured to 
accomplish a similar task. ... He gives us a study of the ex-Snltan 
which should live as an historic document. This author alone, it may be 
confidently asserted, has given a truthful and graphic account of the 
character and personality of the man whose complexity, craft, simpleneaa, 
sagacity and folly have baffled pressmen and diplomatists for over thirty 
years. . . . With masterly directness he traces for the first time the 
whole sequence of events extending from the first revolution of July, 
1908, to the final crash of April, 1909."— 7%0 Saturday 



" Mr. Abbott's brilliant book, 'Turkey in Transition,' deserves to be 
read, not only because it is the work of one of the highest authoritiee on 
the politics of the Near East, but because it presents a picture of the 
Young Turks widely different from that which is commonly acce p ted. 
... A powerful volume.*' — The Westminster Gazette, 

''An artistic combination of travel sketch with political study. . . • 
It is also a history, as well-written as it is commendably fair/'—TAe 
Nation, 

" Students of political affairs in the Near £ast cannot afford to over- 
look Mr. Abbott's masterly and deeply interesting survey of the present 
state of the Ottoman Empire." — The Scotsman, 

" A book to be praised and studied." — The Daily Chronicle, 

Ji^ book of real value."— 7i^ LkUly MaiL 
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